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" My Sainted Mother forbade me take
A dowerless wife to my arms. My soul revolts from an overfat bride, Who drinks too much and who rides astride.
I'm fed tip with Kola's charms."
Then he swaggered away with uncertain gait,
And this was the end of the wedding. The bride and the dowry they put in a cart, And slowly the guests began to depart, Their way in sorrow treading.
X
The morning light was grey in the sky,
When a girl climbed down the rope That hung from the steep well's slippery side, And she laughed with a joy she could not hide, And her eyes shone bright with hope.
The water was cold, yet she did not flinch,
But lowering herself to her lip, She began to fish with sensitive toe For something she hoped to find below
And with her small feet to grip,
At last she drew up a long black thing,
And sang aloud with glee, " Ho I ho ! fat Kola! your buffalo's dead, And I have got back my ruby red.
Now Larki will marry me."